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Choice and ä SubjeRts in Verſe 
and Proſe, by the moſt eminent Authors. 
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Among which are the following Pieces, vi. 
The Broken Mug, an Elegy. | | The Penitent Rake. 


. The Kiſs, &c. "The Skillet. 

The Old Cheeſe. On Providence. 
Caleb and Tabicha. The City Wedding. 
Egpicaph on a Careleſs Couple. || Story of Inkle and Yatico. 
Winter, a Poem. The Farmer and Monkey. 
Free -thinker converted, A Simile for the Ladies, 
Tze Two Rakes. Corydon and Phillis. 
of The Tea Table. | Baucis and Philomon- 

Y LY pes — 1 The Artful Wife. 

he Generous Turk | A Paſtoral Farce. 

8 The Female Volunteer. | | Fables, Epigrams, St. 
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: Adorn'd with a Variety of Cuts, 
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S 
SPIRIN G Phobus, who alone can 


warm Boy 
The chilly breaſt, and teach the Muſe to 


charm, 
Aſſiſt my theme with thy inſpiring ray, 
While I begin the ſweet enchanting lay; 
In rural verſe attempting to declare 
The varying ſeaſons of the rolling year. 


Now lovely Spring aſſumes her {wa 
And hills ind dojes the vernal cal che ; as 
The purling brooks, by hoary winter bound, 
Declare their freedom in a murm'ring ſound : 
The fields, which lately wore a ſickly green, 
Are in their brighteſt, vePe/? verdure ſeen ; 
Afpiring tulips rear their ſprightly heads, 


And violets glitter on their leafy beds: 


All nature feels the ſun's enliv*ning ray, 
And birds rejoice on ns ha ſpray 3 Th 


61 
Th' induſtr ous farmer early quits his bed, 

Well pleas'd to find old hoary Winter fled : 
Rouſes from ſleep his long unactive ſwains, 

To early labour on the neighb'ring plains; 

Who ſtrait zppear, with gay and healthy mien, 
Their ſcrip well fill'd, they whiſtle o'er the green: 
With luſty fteeds to ply the looſen'd plough, 
Which long lay uſeleſs, cover'd o'er with ſnow. 
The curious Maſter o'er the level ſtrides, 

With meaſur'd ſteps the fallow ground divides 
'Then dextrous, with his pointed Staff, proceeds 
From the clog'd ſhare to puſh obſtructing weeds : 
With careful eye the winding combe ſurveys, 
Plies his broad foot, till all compleatly lays 
Like finiſh'd work, beneath the artiſt's hand, 
The ſhining plough-ſhare brightens all the land. 
The ſeed's-man next advancing o'er the plain, 
With lib'ral hand diſplays th* appointed grain; 
Nor far behind the pointed harrows come, 
With harſher ſound, and ſhuts the teeming womb, 


tr re „ 


The lab'rer done, he leaves to bounteous heaven, 
Who has a time to every purpoſe given, 
With ſoft' ning dews, and gentle ſhow rs of rain, 
The earth to cheriſh, and to ſwell the grain; 
Which quickly ſhall in brighter glory riſe, 
To bleſs the lab' rers toil, a grateful prize. 


The gladden'd farmer once again ſurveys 
His fruitful fields, and whereſoe er he ſtrays 
Unbounded Nature charms his raviſh'd fight, 
From diff rent cloſures diff rent ſcenes delight: 
Here lowing cows, there fat'ning oxen paſs, _ 
And wanton fillies roll in clover gra: 
There blading corn o'erſpreads the fruitful ground, 
And flow'ry meads diffuſe-their ſweets around. 


Seren 
—— — A 


| 6 ; 

On moſly banks, beneath a quiv'ring ſhade, _ 

The watchful ſhepherd tunes his oaten reed; 

Briſk lads and laſſes all the ev'ning long 

Tell pleaſant tales, and ſing a merry ſong : 

Or, join'd together in a jovial train, A 

They dance and play upon the flow'ry plain. * 
But now, my muſe, in ſoſter ſtrains remove, 

Thro' fragrant vales, and ſeek the vocal grove, 


Where feather'd troops, a gay unnumber'd throng, 
Harmonious join in one continued ſong : | 


Sing how their love's in ſoothing ftrains expreſt 
Their haunts, and how each forms her artful neſt. 


When firſt the ſoul of love begins to warm, 
Each little heart enliven'd feels the charm, 
Plume the gay wing, eager to try again, 
With chearful note, the long-forgotten ſtrain. 
The ſoaring lark from the green meadow ſprings, 
Pois'd in mid-air his early carol ſings; 
The tuneful nation from the grove within 
Obſerve his call, their chearful ſongs begin. 
The black-bird whiſtles from the thorny buſh, 
And from the maple top the warlbing thruſh ; 
'The wood-lark o'er the wide contending throng, 
Superior heard, with its melodious ſong. 
The finch and linnets ftrain their little throats, 
And fill the grove with their harmonious notes; 
While th' glegiac nightingale prepares 
Her mellow ſong, and ſinks in ſolemn airs, 
Nor quits ſo ſoon her much delighted teſt : 
While others ſlumber on their peaceful neſt, 
She ſtill prolongs the ſweet enchanting lay, 
And makes the night melodious as the day. 
The rook, the daw, and hollow cuckoo's ſong, 
With their harſh pipes 1 join along. 7 

| 2 18 
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| *Tis love creates this melody, and love 

This waſte of muſic thro' the ecchoing grove. 
To birds and beaſts, as well as nobler man, 

| Unerring nature never works in vain, 

[ # But teaches them the pleaſing ſoothing art, 
ach to his mate his paſſion to impart. 


Agreed and coupled, to the woods or meads, 
They take their —_— where their fancy leads ; 
Each loving pair to diff*rent parts remove; 

Some to the thicket, ſome the ſhady grove ; 

Some the clift tree with twiſting ivy hung, 

Seek a protection for their feeble young. 

Others remote, far in the graſſy meads, 

Or diſtant hedge- rows, ſhelter d round with weeds ; 
Some in the bank, where winding rivers ſtray, 
Whoſe murmur ſooths them all the live long day. 


Their ſtation fixt, away they eager fly, 
What reſtleſs motions through the buſy fky : 
With twigs of trees, dry leaves, and moſs and lome, 
Lay the foundation of each ſlender dome: 
Awhile the fabrick ſeems but flight and thin, 
Till with much labour made complete within. 
A thouſand buſy wings again ariſe, 
This fteals a feather, and away ſhe flies; 
And that a ftraw, while others boldly dare 
From the ſheep's back to pluck the growing hair : 
Thus, by degrees, with wool and hair entwin'd, 
The wond'rous ſtructure grows compleatly lin'd ; 
Within, without, quite finiſh'd, dry and warm; 
No human artift can the like perform. 


In pleas'd embrace now each loy'd couple meets, 
Till the fair dam her tale of eggs __—_— | 
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|; Who then as chearful to her taſk ſubmits, 
With ſteady patience thus aſſiduous fits ; 
* Unmov'd by hunger, or by ſmooth delight, 
Nor ruffling winds, nor tempeſts her affright ; 
While ceaſeleſs warbling from ſome diſtant ſpray, 
Her lover ſooths the tedious hours away. 


The appointed time fulfill'd, with pious care, 
Warm'd into life the callow young appear ; 
Their bondage broke, the little helpleſs brood 
With conſtant clamour gape, demanding food; 
What paſſions then, of joy and pious care 
Seize the glad parents, who affection bare 
To their lov'd young, the moſt delicious bait, 
With equal pains their cravings chearful wait. 
Thus have I known a poor but gentle pair, 

By fortune ſunk, and overwhelm'd with care ; 
Oft, as for food their craving infants call, 
Check their own appetites, and give them all, 


O ! may the care of providence defend 
The pretty warblers from the ſchool-boy's hand, 
Or prying clowns, whoſe barbarous deſign, 
From boundleſs air, and liberty, confine 
The pretty ſlaves, deſtin'd to narrow cage, 
Their plumage dull, and dull their warbling rage. 
Alas ! what ſhocks the aſtoniſn'd parents feel, 
When back returning with their loaden bill, 
By ſome rude hand their gaping young ones wreſt, 
And find (if any) but a vacant neſt. 
Quick to the ground the vain proviſion goes, | 
Their ruffl'd pinions their fad grief diſcloſe, : 
And the grove ecchoes to their winding woes. 
But, if propitious to their happier fate, 
Indulgent heaven gives a longer date, 
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The feather'd young their narrow bounds deſpiſe, 
And ſeek the free poſſeſſion of the ſkies ; 
On ſome warm ev'nnings ſunny glade they rove, 
Where balmy zephyrs fan the waving grove; 
The flutt' ring tribe with yellow luſtre bright, 
Look round the ſpace, and fix their wings for flight ; 
From bough to bough the little wantons fly, 
But reſolution fails the void to try : 
Th' inſtructive parents both entice and chide, 
Then hop before them, as a proper guide, 
Further and further, till they boldly dare, 
The ſelf-taught wing, and truſt the fleeting air ; 
The acquitted parents joy to ſee them ſoar, 
Take their laſt look, and never ſee them more. 
The link diſſolves, each ſeeks a freſh embrace, 
Another love ſucceeds, another race. 


While thus the gentle tenants of the grove, 
In ſweet receſs indulge their purer love, 
The 'rougher world, the brutal beaſts below, 
Ruſh furious, and with fiercer paſſions glow. 
The luſty bull, and the hot trembling ſteed, 
Purſue their loves with unreſiſted ſpeed : 
While numbers more, obſcure from common eye, 
Feel the warm god, and plunge into the joy. 


Theſe, nature's laws, th' Almighty Hand has 
giv'n, 


That each may fill the circle made by heav'n. 
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H' advancing Summer now demands my lay, 
She comes, fair goddeſs, deck'd in bright array; 
The rich carnation, and the damaſk roſe, 

The ſpicy pink, with numbers more, compoſe 

'The fragrant wreath that binds her radiant head ; 
Where all around their ſpangled glories ſpread : 

Ten thouſand balmy ſweets luxurant riſe, 

Feaſt ev'ry ſenſe, and charm the raviſh'd eyes. 


O haſte, my muſe, to ſome inviting glade, 
Where ſpreading elms compole a friendly ſhade, 
Where murmuring rivers gently. glide along, 
There, undiſturb'd, enjoy thy rural ſong. 


Hail glorious $Sraſen. / happy Britons, view 
What copious ſtores your Gon beſtows on you; 
While other ſwains in diſtant climates roam, 

O'er barren fields, diſtreſs'd of food and home. 
Prone o'er the eaſt, the god of day behold, 
Rejoicing comes, illum'd with ſtreams of gold; 
The clouds diſperſe, all nature ſmiles around, 

And mountain tops are with green herbage crown'd. 

Now ſcorching Sol his ſultry influence ſpreads, 
And wither'd flow'rs decline their languid heads; 


The brooks glide ſlowly, and the ripen'd graſs 
Demand th' affiſtance of each lad and laſs. 


Induſtr'ous fwains their crooked weapons wield, 
Of her rich veſt prepar'd to ſtrip the field, 3 
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Stroke after ſtroke they eagerly proceed, 
Till all in winding ſwaths we view the mead; 
And while around the ſcorching ſun-beams play, 
Forth comes a throng to make the parching hay ; 
Cloſe, and more cloſe, they gather it as it dries, 
Till all in pleaſing rows the cocks ariſe : 
'The nymphs and ſwains now ſkip and frolick round, 
And whiſtling carters clear th* incumber'd ground. 
The meads diſmantled of their gaudy dyes, 
The fertile garden next attracts our eyes; 
Where, all around, plenty luxuriant grows, 
Here ſprouting coleworts ſpread in equal rows ; 
There ſparagus ſhoot haſty from their beds, 
And colliflowers diſcloſe their ſnowy heads. 
On leafy bines the green cucumber ſwells, 
And ruddy melons glow beneath their bells. 
On laden ſtalks uprears the downy bean, 
And juſt below the creeping peas are ſeen; 
While ſome more worthy on th' aſſiſting pole, 
Shoot up aloft, and overtop the whole: 
The curious bees around the garden roam, 
ExtraQting ſweets from ev'ry opening bloom. 
Their laden thighs w* th* golden treaſure ſwells, 
Who thus convey it to their waxen cells. 


But ſee at eve, while the induſtr'ous ſwarm 
' Diſpoſe their wealthy ſtores, not dreaming harm, 
Hard-hearted man the ſulph*rous death contrive, 
Fix'd o'er the clod, behold the vapour'd hive ; 
While ſudden up th' oppreſſive ſteams ariſe, 
And robb'd, and murder'd, lies a thouſand lives. 
So ſordid miſers oft procure their fate, 
Whoſe touchleſs treaſures prove th' alluring bait. 


Here locuſt-bands o'er all green herbage rove, 
And thouſands of minuter armics move, 


The 
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The Graſs-hopper, more bleſt than ſons of kings 
There fiping dew, he chearful ſips and ſings. 
His early carols joyful mortals hear, 
The faithful prophet of the rip'ning year. 
While thouſands of minuter armies move, 
And locuſt bands o'er all green herbage rove, | 
Diſrobe each ſpreading plant, till ſick and cloy d, 
Deſtroying all, at laſt themſelves deſtroy'd, | 


Now glowing Phæbus, glitt'ring god of day, 
Darts o'er the teaming earth his ſcorching ray, 
Fermenting fruits his rip'ning beams rehne, 
Which on the laden boughs alluring ſhine : : . .. - + 
Here bluſhing trees with crimſon cherries glow, 
And there the ſwelling codlin loads the bough; 
While up aloft, tempting the gazer's view,, .. ,/ 
The 'Catharine pears their painted bluſhes ſhew. | 
Hot Julius now advances o'er the plain, | 
And rip' ning Auguſi bears her ſpangled train: 

In her right-hand the golden Wheat is-held, ., A 
Teother a plate with bluſhing Plenty fill'd. | 
The Dog-/tar too begins to mount on hig, 
With ſultry breath infects the ſouthern ſky, 7% ůi 
To cooling ſtreams the panting herds retreae, 
There try to ſhun the noon-day's ſcorching heat, 
The fainting nymphs frequent the cooling floods, 
And ſwelter'd ſwains retire to ſhady woods; 

Where leafy bowers exclude the melting day, 

And balmy breezes all around em play; 1 
Where bub ling brooks low murmur as they glide, 
And warbling birds are heard onev'ry ſide. 00 
But ſee from far the varied ſcene ariſe, 

Unuſual darkneſs broods the low'ry ſkies, 

In awful gloom uniting clouds declare, 


The boiling tempeſt and the wat'ry war, 
- | C Now 
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Now ſighing winds in gentle murmurs rouze, 
Curl the green wave, and ruſtle thro* the boughs : 
The gazing herds awhile refrain their food, 
And croaking ravens ſeek the ſhelt'ring wood; 
The ſilent birds their tuneful ſongs deny, 
And trembling ſwains to rocky caverns fly : 
Near, and more near, the hov'ring ſtorm impends, 
Now rattling hail and pouring rain deſcends ; - 
Loud thunder roars, the winds tempeſtuous fly, 
And forked lightning gleams along the ſky : 
Clap after clap, till ſpent its raging force, 
Then rumbling onward, leflens in its courſe ; 
At length bright Sol again his beams ou ho 
Heav'ns face grows clear, and ev'ry thing looks gay, 
1 Supinely plac'd beneath the quiv'ring ſhade, 
'F Where cooling vapours breathe along the mead, 
HI) be patient fiſher takes his ſilent ſtand, 
; j Intent, his angle trembles in his hand ; 
| | With looks unmov'd, he hopes the ſcaly fry, 
And marks the dancing cork with ſteady eye. 


Tis here at liberty the happy ſwain 

Or breathes his vows, or ſpeaks his tender pain; 
Tis here the modeſt nymph his flame approves, 
Throws off reſtraint, and bluſhing owns, ſhe loves: 
Their honeſt hearts no falſe intentions know, 
With generous warmth their faithful boſoms glow. 
True love they taſte, as innocence they prize, 
And ſcorn deceit, as void of all diſguiſe. 
Far different views the courtier's breaſt inſpire, 
Deluded by ambition's reſtleſs fire ; 
No joys he feels, which ſcenes like theſe beſtow, 
Nor taſtes the pureſt pleaſures felt below. | 
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But richer ſtores deſcribe in alter d lays, 
As milder Autumn's various ſcenes I trace. 


0 more the glories: of the blooming eing. 


No more of Summer”s gaudy pride 1 ſing; * 


The yellow harveſt now o'erſpreads the ground, 
Of diff rent ſorts, by bounteous Ceres crown'd ; - 


With joy the farmer views his fields, afar, 
And calls his ſoldiers to the ſylvan war. 


Soon as the morning trembles o'er the ſky, 


And nights dim curtains down to e 5 


Before the ripen'd field, in fair array, 
Eager to prove the labour of the day, 


The reapers ſtand; firſt view with careful eyes 
The corn; to ſee which way th' advantage lies: 
The ableſt man then claims the foremoſt place, | 


Lord of the band, begins the ſportive race. 


Now all proceed, and ſwell the luſty ſheaves, 


Eager at firſt, each breaſt for victor heaves ; 
With rapid pace their-crooked weapons move, 
Strain ev'ry nerve as ſtroke for ſtroke. — 4 Sn 
With rural tales the hours unheaded fly, 

Till all the ſlaughter'd fields in ruin lie: 


The maſter joyful ſtrides acroſs the Plains, 2855 


Shocks up the bulky ſheaves, and hopes his Nis 3 


With conſcious glance oft caſts his eyes around, 


W here prattling gleaners ſpread the fubble-ground : 


Then waits intent, till chearful from afar, 
His whiſtling ſwains appear and rattling car; 
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The ſight of which adds pleaſure to his joys; 
And, then for loading each his ſtrength employs. 

The humble barn is now with plenty ſtow'd, 
And joyful home they bear the lateſt load. 
The harveſt in, and every thing compleat, 
The maſter bids them to the annual treat 
Where decent plenty crowns the jovial board 
With the beſt food the village doth afford 
Their cares to leſſen, and their minds to chear, 
The foaming goblet flows with hamming beer: 
Then hearty laughs and rural jeſts go round, 
Their toils forgot, with joy their labour crown'd, 
| Now milder Augu/t Julius heat ſucceeds, 
And in the new-ſhorn fields the partridge feeds; 
The vig'rous ſwains the thickeſt Woods beſet, 
Wind the ſhrill horn, or ſpread the waving net. 
Before his lord the ready ſpaniel bounds, 
Panting with hope, he tries the furrow'd grounds; 
And when the tainted gales the game betray, 
Couch'd cloſe he lies, and meditates the prey; 
Till hov'ring o'er em, far extended lies 
The ſwelling net, they ſeize the dainty prize. 
Or if by chance they from the covert ſpring, 
And mount exulting on triumphant wing, 
Short is their joy; they feel the fiery wound, 
Flutt' ring in blood, they panting beat the ground. 
O barb'rous ſport ! with more delight, my muſe 
Alive and well each happy native views. 
Hence, quickly bear me to yon hazel-glade, 
Where curling wood-bines weave a knotty ſhade, 
Where winding brooks pour down the ſteepy dale, 
And paſs in rapid force from vale to vale ; 
\T hither, in haſte, ye happy nymphs, repair, 
The fruitful wood-lands now invite you there 
Where, midſt the ſhade, your lover plucks for you, 
The cluſt'ring ſtore from off the top-moſt bough, 
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Or ſhakes them ripen'd from the yielding hulls, 
Brown as your hair the glofly ſhower falls; 
Then on the bank ſupinely plac'd you fit, 
And ſhare the ſcaly fruit with pleaſing chat. 

Now from the court, where royal Fove abides, 
The delegated Seaſon gently glides, 
Sublimely plac'd in Bacchus' golden car, 
Whoſe coſtly gems conſpicuous ſhine afar ; 
His twining ivy crowns her radiant head, 
And cluſt'ring grapes around her ceinplcs ſpread ; 
Whoſe mantling ſtores the iv'ry brim o'erflow, 
And plenty fills her wealthy lap below; 
With bluſhing fruits of moſt delicious taſte, 
By ſun-beams kiſs'd, the laden boughs are grac'd: 
Here juicy grapes on twiſting branches crawl, 
There downy peaches glow againſt the wall; 
The bloomy plumb aſſumes a purple hue, 
And ruddy nect'rins tempt the trav*ller's view. 
The dainty feaſt the greedy peaſant eyes, 
And 'gainſt the wall th' aſſiſting ladder plies ; 
The lufcious fruit from off the branch he crops, 
While ſome too ripe, for want of picking, drops, 


Happy the ſwain who lives a rural life, 

In humble cott, ſecure from noiſe and ftrife, 
Far from the tumults of the j Jarring town, 
Where ceaſeleſs clamours ev'ry pleaſure drown. 
Whoſe fields with bread, whoſe flocks at once afford 
Sufficient plenty for his back and board. 

Fe lives above the angry frowns of fate, 
Beneath the cares that tend upon the great; 
No guilty love annoys his peaceful breaſt, 

Nor thoughts of lawleſs gain diſturbs his reſt ; 
Lays down in quiet, does as peaceful riſe, 
And pays to heav'n his early facrifice. 


WINTER. 


Nu Winter comes, prone o'er the barren plains, 
Sullen and ſad, with all his ſhiv' ring trains; 

From northern climes cogenial horrors riſe, 

Thick clouds and vapours ſhroud the gloomy ſkies : 

All nature ſhrinks beneath th* oppreſſive weight, 

And diſtant Phæbus yields no chearing heat. 

The fields and meads, which late appear'd ſo £ green, 

Are now become one ſad unpleaſing ſcene 3 _ 

Roots, plants, and-herbs; have their true virtue loſt, 

And leafleſs Trees are tipp'd with ſilver froſt. 

The groves are ſtill, the feather'd warbling throngs, 

Benumb'd with cold, neglect their tuneful ſongs. 

With icy chains each lake and river's bound, 

And cryſtal fountains ceaſe their bubbling ſound, 

The hills and vales, and the delightful woods, 

The flowry plains, and filver-ſtreaming floods, 

By ſnow diſguis'd, in bright confuſion lie, 

And with one dazzling waſte fatigue the eye. 

For many a league the bright enamell'd main 

- Diſplays itſelf into a glaſly plain; 

Here vent'rous youths o'er frozen billows throng, 

And there the nimble ſcaters wave along ; 

Swift on the poliſh'd ſteel they ſmoothly glide, 

Leſs ſwift the gally cuts the foaming tide. 

Now piercing winds and rattPing ſtorms of hail, 
Blown furious on, in driving ſheets aſſail, 
Swift o'er the plains purſue their cruel race, 
And deeply wound the tugging traveller's face. 
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[ 19 ] 

In flutt' ring clouds the feather'd meteor flies, 
With ſallies gentle from the thicken'd ſkies; - 
Her fleecy limb the filver'd garments preſs, 
. And tatter'd garbs appear a ſplendid dreſs. 

So have I ſeen, in a clear winter- night, 
With glowing fires, the ſky ſerene and bright; 
While the broad moon her fainter beams diſplay, 
Silver'd the gentle Thames with trembling ray z 
When ſudden a keen eaſtern breeze aroſe, _ 
And the clear rolling ſtream, unſullied, froze, 
Soon as the ſilent ſhades of night withdrew, 
The ruddy morn diſclos'd at once to view, 
The fall of nature in a rich diſguiſe, 
And brighten'd ev'ry object to my eyes: 
For ev'ry ſhrub, and ev'ry blade of graſs, 
And ey'ry pointed thorn, ſeem'd wrought in glaſs. 
In pearls and rubies rich the hawthorns ſhow, 
While thro' the ice the crimſon berries glow. 
The thick ſprung reeds the flabby marſhes yield 
Seem poliſh'd lances in a hoſtile field. 
The ſtag in limpid currents with ſurprize, 
Sees chryſtal branches on. his forehead riſe. 
The ſpreading oak, the beach, and tow'ring pine, 
Glaz'd over, in the freezing æther ſhine. 
The frighted birds the ratling branches ſhun, 
That wave and gliſten in the diſtant ſun, 
When if a ſudden guſt of wind ariſe, 
The brittle foreſt into atoms flies: 
A ſpangled ſhower from every tree deſcends, 
And the bright ſcene in coſtly ruin ends. 
Or if a ſouthern gale the region warm, 
And by degrees unbinds the wint'ry charm, 
The trav'ler then a miry country ſees, 
And journeys ſad beneath the dropping trees. 

Now moiſt Arcturus clouds the azure ſky, 


And woods, and fields, their pleaſing toils deny * 
2 O 


29 ] 

To plains, with well-breath'd bugles, we repair, 
And trace the mazes of the timerous hare. 
Beaſts, urg d by us, their fellow-beaſts purſue, 1 
And learn of man each other to undo. 2 

With flaught'ring gun th* unweary'd fowler roves, 
Where froſts have whiten'd all the naked groves ; \ 
There doves in flocks the leafleſs trees o 'erfliade, 
And lonely woodcocks haunt the watry glade; 


He lifts the tube, and levels with his eye, 1 
A ſhort-liv'd. thunder breaks the frozen sky; [- 
The flutt'ring mark ſoon feels the leaden death, 7 


Welt'ring in blood, reſign their feeble breath. 
Now from the ſlaughter'd fields the ſwains return, 


To well-ſpread hearths where glowing billets burn; * 
Each jocund friend, the converſe to refine 1 
With ſocial Jeſt, puts round the ſparkling wine, 7 


Due mirth t' infuſe in every generous ſoul, 

And crown the glaſs, and fill the flowing bowl. 
The rigid ſeaſon now they quite forget, 

Recount their toils, and warm'd with generous heat, 
VUnheeded hear the ruffling ſtorm aloof, - 

Pour down impiteous o'er the humble roof. 


Now have I trac'd the Gonting ſeaſons round, 
Gay, flow'ry ſpring, hot ſummer richly crown'd ; 
Declining autumn, deck'd with fading green, 
And hoary winter ſhuts the cloſing ſcene. . 

Deluded man, from hence your end deſcry, 
As round and round the varying ſeaſons fly. 
That moving pow'r, which firſt produc'd the whole, 
To every thing has fix'd a certain goal: | 
T hither all tend, and muſt their circles run, 

For ſuch the order, when the whole begun : 
Like leaves, the verdure of the ſummer- ſun. 
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THE 
SHEPHERD? 8 


IN FOUR 


N 0 


PASTORAL DiaLoGuss. 


I TRSF DIALOGUE. 


CoLLy = MEN REI L o. - 


Us T oer the eaſtern hills the bluſhing morn _ 
Had ſpread her wings, and chas'd away the . 
x Deny: 3:4: 

The wakeful Lark, from dewy meadows ſprung, 
Pois'd in mid-air, his joy ous mattins ſung. 

Two youthful ſwains in friendſhip firmly j Join d, 
Beneath the ſhadow of a beech reclin'd ; 

Whoſe ſpreading boughs a grateful Arbour made, 
Gainſt piercing ſun-beams that around em play'd 3 : 

A proper place the muſes to invoke, - 

When to his Part'ner thus MENELLO ſpoke : 


MzNEL Io. 

Why fit we mute and penſive on the ground, 
Each Landſkip's gay with ſpangled beauty crown'd 3 * 
Our flocks and herds on luſcious herbage feed. 
And gaudy Flow'rs o'erſpread the verdant mead : 

See yellow Cowlſlips rear their ſprightly Heads, 
And Vi'lets glitter on Ws beds ; 


Me» 


122 


Melodious birds ſalute the welcome Spring, 
All nature ſmiles, ſhall not the Shepherds ſing? 


CoLLY. 


My voice is weak, you know, and yeſterday 
Some pilf*ring vagrant ſtole my. flute away : 
Begin you firit, dear ſwain, your pipe is clear, 
And I'll thy ſong with due attention hear. 


| MEenELLo. 
Oh! CorLLy, ceaſe, no more reje& my choice, 
Or plead thy ſtolen flute, or feeble voice ; 
Let other youths ſtake wagers on their ſtrains 3 
True love alone ſhall recompence our pains. 


| Cot L v. f 
Then fing by turns, we'll both alternate hear, 
You bright Letitia, I of Sylvia fair; 
And Doabinal, if, you approve the ſwain, 
The feateſt lout of all the neighb'ring plain 
For piping well, well ſkill'd in ſonnet-verſe, 
Let him be judge, while we our ſonps rehearſe, 


M ENELLO, 


Agreed, kind ſwain, thy choice I well approve, 
Then I'll begin, infpir'd by her I love. 
The warbling birds their artleſs ſongs repeat, 
The ſmiling trees are cloath'd with bloſſoms ſweet, 
The fields with graſs, the banks with cowſlips gay, 
And Hawthorns whiten at th' approach of May. 
But what are thoſe with Letty to compare? 
More ſweet than cowſlips, than the hawthorn fair; 
Their gaudy pride but for a Summer laſts : 
Soon as herce Minter drives his northern blaſts 
Their Verdure's gone, their beauties all decay; 
But with Letitia tis for ever May. 


CoOLLY- 


(23) 
Col T x. 

My giddy heifers friſk it o'er the ground, 
My ſkipping goats o'er craggy Hillocks bound, 
My ſnowy lambs at wanton. gambols play, 
And chirping ſparrows hop from ſpray to ſpray. 
But what are thoſe with Silvia to compare, 
Silvia, when dancing at a country - fair? 

Not ſparrows, lambkins, goats, or heifers bound, 
With half that lightneſs Silvia's feet go round. 
"Thoſe for a ſeaſon briſk and gay appear, 
But my fair Siluia's ſprightly all the year. 


MEenztLLio. | 
Not ſcorching ſun-beams to the farmer's eye, 
When graſs new-mown is ſcatter d round to dry ; 


Nor cryſtal ſtreams to trav'llers faint with heat, 
Yield half ſuch pleaſures as Letitia ſweet, 
| CoLLy. 

Not April ſhowers to the thirſty ground, 
Nor a fledg'd birds-neſt by the ſchool-boy found, 
Nor holidays to youth more pleaſing are, 

Than to my fight the charming Silvia fair. 


MENEZLL 0. 


The ruddy ne&'rin, and the downy peach, 
Oft grace the plenteous tables of the rich ; 
But my Letitia the green wilding loves, 

Its acid juice before the peach approves. 
Since ſhe loves wildings, peaches I'll diſpraiſe, 

And for Letitia rows of wildings raiſe. 


COLLY. 
Without ſtrong ale, or rich canary-wine, 


Our dainty landlord never cares to dine; 
”" 2 But 
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( 24 ) 


But my fair Silvia loves the native juice, 

Which pippins bruis'd, with water mixt, produce: 
Since ſhe loves cyder, I'll deſpiſe their wine, 

And drink with Silvia Cyder when we dine. 


MEN E LL o. 


Two turtle doves I caught in yonder ſhade, 

Which I a preſent to Letitia made: 4 
She took the Off ring, and my pleaſing toil f 
Amply rewarded with a grateful ſmile. 


CoLLy. 


*T was yeſterday, in yonder winding meads, 
Where nature her exuberant beauty ſpreads, 
With ſweeteſt flowers I a garland wrought, | 
And to fair Silvia as a preſent brought: ; 
With gentle hand ſhe took the gaudy ſtore, 
And gave a pleaſing ſmile, I ſought no more. 


W 


Dog INA L fe MEN EL Lo. 


May thy Letitia, from each cooing dove, 
Learn what true pleafure flows from conſtant love: 
Conſtant and chaſte as theſe may ſhe remain, 
And ever ſmiling, bleſs her faithful ſwain. 


To CoLLY. 


And may thy Silvia (though her garland fades, 
Which late you gather'd in yon fragrant meads) 
For ever bloom, ſtill kind and conſtant prove, 
To bleſs thy days with joy and lafting love. 


* » 
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SECOND DIALOGUE. 


The LOITERERS. 


T H E Sun now mounting to the noon of day, 
Shot o'er the verdant plains his ſcorching ray, 

When with their flocks the ſhepherds ſought the 

ſhade 

Where ſpreading oaks a friendly arbour made : 

There, while they fat to paſs the loit'ring time, 

As fancy led, each form'd his tale in rhime. 

Some tell the joys, and ſome the pains of love, 

And ſome the cauſe why ſpirits walk, would prove; 

How Will-i'-th'-wiſp miſleads night-faring clowns, 

O'er hills and dales, and pathleſs boggy grounds: 

Laſt Buſkin ſpeaks, none Buſkin can excel 

In artful guiſe, he thus began the rural tale. 


Bus K IN. 


When ſhepherds flouriſh'd in Eliza's reign, 
In great eſteem there liv'd a jolly ſwain, 
Young Cillonet, who well could pipe and ſing, 
And by his notes invite the lagging fpring ; 
Whene'er he play'd the ſwains around him throng, 
And birds attentive flock'd to hear his ſong. 
Plac'd on a bank where Thames clear waters ftray, 
Retir'd from noiſe, he pour'd th' enchanting lay. 
Perch'd on a tree, within a neighb'ring grove, 
Sweet Philomela warbled out her love; 


Struck 
x 


(26) 

Struck with unuſual notes, ſhe quits her ſhed, 
And in a moment perches o'er his head: 
She tun'd her note, and emulate with pride, 
Like eccho, to the ſhepherd's pipe reply d. 
This odd vagary pleas'd th* admiring ſwain, 
Who meant to try her with his varying ſtrain. 
From hole to hole his nimble fingers fly, 
To ev'ry touch the ready notes comply ; 
As nimbly ſhe reſolves the vary'd ſong, 
In evolutions from her warbling tongue: 
Too all his vary'd ſtrains ſhe ſhapes her throat, 

And adds peculiar grace to ev'ry note. 
He draws his breath, his riſing blaſt to fill; 
Thro? all the Grove his pipe was heard to thrill. 
Deep in her throat the length*ning ſounds ariſe, 
And ſwift and flow they change with ſweet ſurpriz o. 


The wond'ring ſwain in deep attention fix'd, 
Both by his rival and himſelf perplex'd, 
Admires the harmony, and where it flows, 
From whence ſuch numerous modulation roſe. 
In loftier flights again attempts to riſe, 

And bolder now, the warbling flute he plies ; 

From key to key the bounding ecchoes fly, 

And in innumerous raptures load the ſky ; 

Takes a vaſt ſcope, and fills the ſpacious round, 

And proudly triumphs in unequal ſound. 

She, who already wonders had perform'd, 

Her glowing breaſt ſtill with ambition warm'd, 

| Makes a laſt effort all her ftrength to try, 
Intent to conquer, or reſolv'd to die; 

In vain the combat he again renews, 

In vain the complitated Song purſues ; 

Puzzled and loft in labyrinths of ſound, 

As in a whirl of rapt'rous muſic drown'd : 


Un- 


[ 27 ] 
Unequal to the mighty taſk, ſhe fails, 
Tho! great her courage, Callin's pipe prevails ; 
Reluctant yields a triumph hardly won, | 
And gives one deep melodious dying groan : 
Drops from the bough, reſigns her fleeting breath, 
And by her vigor gains a glorious death. 
Thus ended Collin, while the glowing ſun 
+ Had ſcarce two thirds his radiant circuit run. i 
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THIRD DIALOGUE. 
The DITTY. 


HoBBinandCuDpDpr. 


T WO ſwains beneath the covert of a rock, | 

”_ o'er their Heads ſecurely graz d their | 

flock, | 5 1 
al In homely ftrains reſolv'd their voice to raife, 
4 And ſing alternate in ſonorous lays. 
i HoBBIN. 
I love in ſecret an endearing maid, 

And have my love in ſecret all repaid ; 
This coming night ſhe does reſerve for me, 
Divine the name, and thou the victor be. 


| Cop. 
Mild as the lamb, and harmleſs as the dove, 
True as the turtle is the maid I love; 
How we in ſecret court J ſhall not ſay, 
Divine her name, and I give up the day. 


— — — __—_—_—_ 


Hos BIX. 


1 10 1 
11 > Hon Bin. 

Soft, on a violet-bank, my love and 1 

Together fat, a Brook ran murm'ring by ; 


A thoufand tender things to me ſhe ſaid, 
And I a thouſand tender things repaid. 


19 CU DpD Y. | 
In fummer-ſhade, beneath the cocking hay, 
What ſoft endearing words did ſhe not ſay ? 
With apron blue her lap ſhe kindly ſpread, 


% 


„ OP. RUP. 3 
Breath ſoft, ye winds, ye waters gently flow; 
Shield her, ye Trees, ye flow'rs around her grow; 
Ye fwains, I beg you, pafs in ſilence by; 
My love in yonder vale aſleep does lie. 


3 Cup p. | 
Once Delia ſlept, on eaſy moſs reclin'd, 
Her lovely limbs half bare, and rude the wind ; 
I fmooth'd her coats, and ſtole a filent kiſs; 
Caondenui me, Shepherd, if I did amiſs, 


HoBB1n. 

As Marian bath'd, by chance ] paſſed by; 
She bluſh'd, and at me caſt a ſide-long eye: 
Then fwift. beneath the cryſtal wave ſhe try d 
Her beauteous form, but all in vain, to hide. 


PW : 
As F to cool me bath'd one ſultry day, 
Behind the hedge fond Lydia lurking lay ; 


Yet often ſtopp'd, and often: tutn'd her eye. 


HoBBIN. 


And ſtroak d my cheeks, and lull'd my leaning bead. 


The wanton laugh'd, and ſeem'd in haſte to f, 


6 
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L291 
HoB BIN. 


When firſt I ſaw, would J had never ſeen, 


Young Lyſen lead the dance on yonder green, 
Intent upon her beauty, as ſhe mov'd, 
Poor heedleſs Wretch, at unawares I low; d. 


CUDDY.. 


When Lucy decks with flow'rs her ſwelling breaſt, 
And on her elbow leans, diſſembling reſt ; 
Unable to refrain my giddy mind, 


Nor, ſheep nor paſture worth my care I find, 


Ho BIX. 


Come Rofalinda, come ! for without thee 
What pleaſure can the country have for me? 
Come :Ro/alinda, come l my brinded kine, 
My ſnowy lambs, my farm and all is thine. 
i Cup p. 

Come Roſalind, beneath theſe ſhady bowers, 
Here ate cool fountains, and ſweet ſpringing flowers: 
Come lovely maid, here ever let us ſtay, ' 
And ſweetly waſte our live- long time away, 


"HoBBIN. 


O that like Colin I had ſkill in rhimes, 
To purchaſe credit with ſucceeding times !- 7 
Then I like him who never yet had peers 
Would ſing through all the ſeaſons of the year, 
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FOURTH DIALOGUE. 


CoL LY ad Damon. 


A S Damon, happieſt of the Sylvan train, 
Led forth his flock along the ſmiling plain, 
Upon a bank where beachen boughs diſplay 
Their friendly ſhade, deſpairing Coll lay: 
His crook and pipe flung careleſs on the ground, 
His vleating flocks were ſcattered all around 
As tho” in pity to his ſad deſpair 
The clouds mov'd heavy thro' the ambient air: 
A ſudden gloom was o'er the welkin ſpread, 
And bluſhing Phæbus veil'd his radiant Head; 
The birds ſat ſilent on each blooming ſpray, 
While wanton Zephyrs bore his ſighs away. 


Damon with gentle ſteps approach'd the tree, 
In deep ſurprize this ſudden change to ſee ; 
With pity mov'd, he view'd his heaving breaſt, 
And to the ſwain theſe ſoothing words expreſs'd : 


DAMO. 


What change is this, alas ! dear Shepherd ſay, 
O'erclouds thy face, which late appear'd fo gay ? 
What woful cauſe diſturbs thy throbbing breaſt ? 
Thou beſt companion, and of friends the beſt : 
Say, has ſome greedy fox devour'd thy Jambs ? 
Or ſome fierce maſtiff Kkill'd their fleecy dams ? 
Or is the fair, the charming Silvia dead? 
Oh! what's the cauſe ſo many tears you ſhed, 


188 
He rais'd his head with a dejected look, 
And ſighing, thus the mournful ſhepherd ſpoke : 


Co LIV. 


Right haſt thou nam'd, nor needeſt longer pauſe, 
Thy laſt fpoke words contain the fatal cauſm 
Silvia, of all the plain the faireſt ſne, 

Alas! ſhe's dead, for ever dead to me; | 
While abſence drew me from her longing arms, 
She to another ſwain reſign'd her charms, 


DAMO. 


Come riſe, dear ſhepherd, ceaſe thy mournful ſtrains 
See gath'ring clouds foreſhew enſuing rains : 

Hark, from afar, yon ſooty raven's cry 

Betokens rain, our flocks for ſhelter fly. 

Let us from hence to cloſer ſhades retreat, 

And when tis fair, th' unfiniſh'd tale repeat. 


Scarce had he ſpoke e'er the deſcending Rain, 
With rapid fury, ſmoak'd along the plain; 
Down each deſcent increaſing Torrents flow'd, 
And empty bubbles o'er its ſurface rode. 

The clouds diſperſe, ſoft Zephyrs glide along, 
And joyous birds renew the warbling ſong ; 
The ſhelter'd ſwains from dropping trees return, 
And Colly thus rehears'd his piteous moan : 


Corry. 
As down the lane this morn I caſt an eye, 
Acroſs the path a hare came ſkipping by; 
This ſcarce was paſt, when with ill-boding croak, 
A ſooty crow fat perch'd on yonder oak; 
Such idle omens I but little mind, 


Much leſs I thought of Sitvia b'ing unkind. 


DAMON, 


p —uuͤ 
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DAMO. 


Ah! filly youth ! ſince ſhe rejects thy flame, 
Scorn the proud ſcorner, and forget the name. 


CoLLY. 


T can't forget, when Silvia once was kind, 
What pleaſing fancies revell'd in my mind; 
While on the plain I watch'd my fleecy care, 
And tun'd my flute with ſweet melodious air, 
My grazing ſheep would liſt' ning round me throng, 
And warbling linnets imitate the ſong : 
All nature ſmil'd, the fields look'd freſh and gay, 
And Silvia too then ſmil'd as well as they, 
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Ah! filly ſhepherd ? what avails thoſe charms, 
Now circled in another lubber's arms. 


CoLLy. 


Thoſe are the comforts lately I poſleſs'd, 
When I with Silvia's conſtantly was bleſs'd : 
But ſince ſhe's falſe, thoſe charms I late approv'd 
Shall be as hateful now, as once belov'd. 

But ſee, dear ſhepherd, yonder ruddy ſkies, - 
Damp vapours fall, unwholſome fogs ariſe; 
Back to their fold our bleating flock retreats, 
And Philomel alone her fong repeats : h 
Each filent bird enjoys her humble neſt, 

And golden. Phebus gently ſinks to reft, 

Let us retire : Farewel, ye flow'ry plains ; 
Farewel, ye nymphs ; farewel, ye ſhepherd ſwains ; 
Farewel, ye flocks, falſe Silvia too adieu; 

Since thou' rt inconſtant, why ſhould I be true? 
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Thou fatal meſſenger of anxious fear, 
Wilt chou to teaze me thus ſtill perſevere? 
Say what's my fault, what have 1 done to thee, 
To merit thy perpetual enmity ? 
Where'er I go, in pleaſure to beguile 
Corroding cares, and eaſe my daily toil, 
With evening mirth ; before I'm well begun, 
Thou bring'ſt thy dreaded ſummons to have done. 
Ungrateful hour! ah whither ſhall I fly! 


A h envious hour ! unpleaſant to my ear, 0 


W hither retire, to looſe thy company? 
Where'er I go, yet thou art always nigh. 
Thou, like a reſtleſs ghoſt, my Reps doſt trace, 
And haunt ſt me every night, from place to place: 
Ceaſe, ceaſe thy knell, thy haſty wheels reſtrain, 


Why ſhould'ſt thou take delight in others pain? - 


But hark- - even while I pray thee to forbear, 
Thy awful clang comes thund'ring in mine ear; 
Then ſince *tis ſo, I'll try what force can do; 
Force makes the ſtubborn knee to yield and bow, 
Force bends the headſtrong bullock to the yoke, 
And *tis by force the mettled ſteed is broke; 
Force keepeth ſavages in dens conhn'd, 

Who. elſe (like'thee ) would triumph o'er mankind; 
Force therefore ſhall thy ſpiteful courſe controul, 
And ſtop thy noiſe ſo odious to my ſoul. 

Thus then I come, raſh tyrant, unto thee, 
To forte thee hence, as thou haſt done by me; 
Quickly'depart, I do conjure thee — fly — | 
Be gone for ever from my company, 

Hated intruder !— nay, I'll ſtop thy courſe, 
With bolts and bars, and keep thee out by _—_ 
* Q 
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No open chink or cranny ſhall be found, 

To give a paſſage to thy diſmal ſound ; 

And when thou ſeek'ſt admittance, with diſdain, 

And ſcornful words, I'll ſend thee back again, 

Saying, © get the gone thou that delight'ſt to bear 

Unwelcome news, go learn to prate elſewhere 
Thy heavy tale, for thou'rt excluded here.” 

If this ſuffice not, farther ſtill }'11 go, 

And give thy great machine it's fatal blow ; 

Thy nimble-paced wheels I will confound, 

And bring thy lofty fabr:ck to the ground ; 

Thy cruel hand that gives the fatal ſtroke, 

And it's malignant bell ſhall both be broke, 

Rather than that my youthful joys ſhall be 

Thus limited, reſtrain'd, aud curb'd by thee, 

Hard-hearted wretch [--but hark--what do I hear 

It's voice again ſtrikes my aſtoniſht ear. 

Alas my weak reſiſtance how it ſpurns ! 

Derides my threats, andctill again returns, 

Regardleſs of reproof ; breaking it's way 

In ſpite of force, and ſtill will have the ſway. 
What then is to be done ? ſhall I ſubmit, | 

And thus reſign the conqueſt unto it? * 

Shall I throw up my arms, and baſeby bow ?-- 
No, I will try what ſubtle art can do; L 

Art has a ſecret power to prevail iN 

Over mens minds, when brutal force doth fail. 

Thus he, who did the ZHydra's fury quell, 

And drage'd the monſter Cerberus from hell, 

Whoſe mighty ſtrength no mortal force cou'd tame 

By art expired in the fatal flame, 

Uly/ſes's art the champion's arms did gain, 

W hilfſt all the force of Hax proved vain. 

E'en famous Trey by art was ſack'd alſo, L 


While force in vain, long ſought it's overthrow. 


And what is there, that cunning art can't do? 
= OR AW 
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This therefore laſtly ſhall my claim defend, 
And crown the conteſt with a glorious end, 
Then hear me, gentle hour, oh hear me ſpeak 
My ſecond thoughts, for haſty, raſh and weak 
My firſt conceptions are, until by thee 
They're ripen'd into full maturity, 
Fit to be heard, alas thou doſt diſdain, 


Not knowing me, for elſe thou wouldft refrain 


To wound a friend, then view me well, and know 
Who ?tis that ſues to thee; I am no foe, 

No drowſy fot, whoſe ſole delight's his glaſs, 
Regardleſs how thy precious minutes paſs 

In vain and unimprov'd : Neither am [| 

A ſordid wretch, to ſenſuality 

And pleaſures given, whom no moments pleaſe, 
But thoſe in venery, and flothful eaſe, 

Ignobly ſpent: Nor do I waſte the day, 

Like beaus, in dreſſing ſor the park and play; 
Who love their own dear ſelves too well to ſpare 
Thee (whom they know not how to uſe) a ſhare 
In their affections. None of thoſe am I, 

That thus abuſe, or vainly let thee fly; 

W hom [| ſo love, whom J ſo much eſteem, 
That every moment of my time I deem 

A monument of mercy, and I do 

Far nobler ends and purpoſes purſue z 

By thee [ ſtudy to enrich the mind, 

To exalt the ſoul, and make it more rehn'd 

By contemplation ; as the farmer's found 

With care to till and cultivate his ground. 

Such uſe I make of thee, and oft withal, 

The bounteous gift of heaven thee I call. 
Offspring of gods! moſt valuable gem. 

Beyond the worth of gold or diadem. 

The bleſt procurer of all future bliſs, 

To wretched men the ſource of happineſs ; 
The beſt revealer, and inſtructor wile, 

That bring'ſt to light all dark obſcurities, 
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And teacheſt knowledge, thou the balmy ſweet, 
That doſt our wiſhes and deſires compleat, 
Thus oft I greet thee, and what time | do 
My harmleſs paſtimes and delights purſue, 
Is but when tired with embracing thee, 
That | may fitter for thy ſervice be, 
When m-refreſh'd ; this is my whole deſign, a 


O then let this ſhort ſpace be called mine, 


To ſpend at will. But wherefore thus do 
Intreat for what tyrants would not deny, 

Their ſervile ſlaves; then far be it from thee, 
The choiceſt, beſt of Heaven's progeny |! 

That thou ſhouldſt thus my blooming years annoy 
By robbing me of every youthful j Joy 
Which'tyrants grant; then don't, ah don't return 
For my reſpec, thy utmoſt wrath and ſcorn. 

But if thou needs muſt ftrike, thy ſound convey 
To thoſe, who've long lamented thy delay : 

Are there not many bound in fetters ſtrong, 
That in their anguiſh have invok'd thee long 

To end their woes, ſaying, come and ſet us free, 
Come wiſhed hour, and end our miſery : 

Releaſe thou them, whoſe ſorrows are ſo great, 
And grant my youthful joys a longer date. 

Yet hark! methinks again I] hear it's knell, 

And lo the watchman, with his doleful yell 
Proclaims it true, what wilt thou nothing hear ; 
Will ne perfwaſions move thee to forbear, 

Ah no] alas both force and art it mocks, 

As fixt as fate, or unrelenting rocks. 

Then thus will the controverſy end, 

Il ſhun late hours, which unto ruin tend; 
And e'ery night when thy kind warning's come, 
I'll end my paſtimes. and betake me home : 

And bence Þll to thy good advice attend, 

Ever eſteeming thee my deareſt friend, 

Which keeps me from thoſe hidden rocks, whereon 
Ioulaads unwary youths have been undone. 
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